CHAPTER 126 


August 26, 2011 


“| can't get this place outta my head.” 


Kanji and Justin were walking about the flood plain, eyes delving into the depths of 
the water, as though to search for treasure on its sandy floors. What were they 
looking for? Well Kanji had been instinctively looking for that plush toy that kid 
threw in the river a while back; a couple months at least. Justin? He didn’t know. In 
fact; he had pretty much every reason to avert his gaze from the riverbank, from his 
reflection mocking him with those sinister golden eyes. Justin didn’t even really 
want to be here, in all honesty. He still felt like shit after yesterday... and part of 
him just wanted to be alone. Alone with her. For her to tell him all his worries were 
just illusions he had created in his mind. For her to whisper sweet lies into his ear, 
and let him forget all his worries. But here he was with Kanji; ignoring the 
temptations of his heart. Why? Maybe he was just afraid to listen to his heart 
anymore than he already had. 


“| keep wonderin’ if that rabbit the kid tossed out mighta washed ashore around 
here... If he finds it now, he'll just feel bad.” Kanji mused allowed, slight sympathy 
for the boy that he had met so long ago. It seemed like forever since he had seen 
that kid. He supposed that was just what happened when you helped someone. 
They got what they wanted, and they just left; like they had never been there in the 
first place. Kanji couldn’t really say he was offended or hurt or anything; this was 
but a small child he was talking about. They really didn’t know much better, and 
even if they did; it’s not like Kanji was expecting to make a friend or anything. He 
was just doing him a favor. “...Not that I'm wading in today or anything.” Kanji 
Clarified slightly. The extent of his generosity in that river had reached its limits. He 
was not catching another cold looking for this kid’s toy. 


“| wouldn’t worry about it. It’s been at least a month since he threw that thing out. If 
the rushing water hasn’t ripped it apart and dissolved it, it’s long out in the ocean 
by now.” Justin reasoned out loud, trying to put Kanji’s concerns at ease. Nothing 
could be done about that toy by now. It was long gone; nothing they did was going 
to change it. Besides; that kid got his replacements, and he seemed more than 
happy with the quality of it. Justin didn’t think the kid was going to feel bad about 
seeing the old one wash up on shore anytime soon. At most, he’d probably take it 
and give it back to the girl he borrowed it from. That would be the right thing to do 
anyway. Kanji shrugged slightly. He supposed that’s probably what happened; but 
that didn’t mean he didn’t think about it from time to time. He really should get 
over it. 


“Hey, Mister!!” The two were suddenly interrupted by a slightly squeaky shouting. 
Speaking of the devil, her was that kid from prior. Why was he here? Who knew? All 
Justin knew was the look on Kanji’s face when the boy called him mister again was 
priceless. Again; what did he expect when he bleached his hair like that? “There you 
are! Sana-chan was really happy!! I've been looking for you ever since!” The boy 
shouted excitedly. Seemed like he had been searching an awful long time just to 
pass that news on to Kanji. Justin wasn’t sure whether the child’s determination was 
admirable or just stupid. There comes a point where you can give up trying to say 
thank you, you know? Same with sorry. Sometimes it’s just impossible, and while it 
wasn’t IMPOSSIBLE to thank Kanji, a month might have been excessive. 


“Look, kid, quit callin’... Ah, forget it.” Kanji sighed in defeat. He had told the kid a 
thousand times not to call him mister. If it hadn’t gotten through his thick skull by 
this point, it wasn’t going to get through any time soon. Justin chuckled slightly at 
Kanji’s frustration, only to be met by a Kanji brand instant glare. That shit was 
heavy duty, that’s for sure. Still; Justin wasn’t one to stop what he was doing just 
because he was offending someone. Especially if all he was doing that was offensive 
was laugh. His laughter slowly died down as he waved his hand’s back and forth in 
an apologetic manner. Kanji sighed before turning his attention back down to the 
wide-eyed boy, a large grin on his face. 


“Can you make some more, Mister? My mom really wants one! Sana-chan's mom 
does too! They said they'll pay you!” The boy frantically pleaded, begging for Kanji 
to work his magic once again. And there was even money involved. You could 
practically see the dollar signs in Justin’s pupils and hear the cash register ringing. 
As if Kanji would give him even a single cent of whatever he made off of this. And 
that was zero dollars. He was caught off guard that the boy even insisted on putting 
a price on Kanji’s work. He did it to be a good person, not just so he could make 
some money on the side. That’s something Justin would do. Kanji shook his head, 
eyes wide with shock and puzzlement. He wouldn’t charge the boy a single cent for 
this stuff. And that was even assuming he was gonna make more. The boy didn’t 
NEED more; the only incentive Kanji had now was just for the fun of it, really. 


“Pay me!? | don't need that... I-it ain't like I'm a pro at this.” Kanji stammered, trying 
to feign the little boy’s attempts at trying to bribe him into making more. The boy 
didn’t really seem to get it though; in his eyes, Kanji was just some toy-constructing 
god, creating plush toys with just the snap of his finger. The boy didn’t really 
understand that Kanji had to actually put work into it for anything to get done. He 
couldn't just say, | feel like making a toy, and expect it to magically appear in his 
hands. He wasn’t Santa Claus for Christ’s sake. 


“My mom wants a cat, and Sana-chan's mom wants a dog. And my teacher wants a 
pink alligator.” The boy read off what MUST have been his Christmas list or 
something. Asking for one thing was hard enough without him making a 
manufacturing list for Kanji. Oh the blissfull ignorance of childhood. Justin had 


started the chuckle again, as though to say ‘wow, sucks to be you right now Kanji,’ 
but Kanji ended up punching him in the shoulder before he really got into full-swing. 
That put an end to his laughter almost immediately, replacing it instead with slight 
groans of pain as he rubbed at his now sore shoulder. 


“A pink alligator? Ohh, like that one in that storybook, huh...?” Kanji mused aloud. 
Justin had no idea what story book they were talking about of course, but he wasn’t 
all that surprised they were writing storybooks about pink alligators. Though, unless 
it was a story about how being different was okay, they really should have just 
made the alligator green. But Justin, | hear you cry, they’re just children; let them 
live in their fantasy world. Oh sure; we start with the pink alligators, but then we 
move onto the green gorillas, and the purple elephants, and then where do we end 
up? It’d be total anarchy! Destruction and chaos around every corner. And all 
because you just had to let them have their pink alligator. | hope it was worth it just 
because you didn’t want to ‘crush a child’s hopes and dreams.’ Don’t say Justin 
didn’t warn you. “F-Fine, then... I'll get around to it sometime.” Kanji sighed, 
promising the child something he really didn’t want to do. Why? Maybe he just 
thought he’d feel bad if he didn’t. | mean, how do you say no to a child who was 
laying all of their hopes upon you. 


“Yay! Thank you! Remember, you promised!” The boy shouted with excitement 
before quickly running off. The look on Kanji’s face when the kid pretty much said 
‘you HAVE to do it now, you have no choice’... Justin couldn’t put a price on that; it 
was just too perfect. | think he might have had a miniature heart attack at that very 
moment. After a moment though, his shocked gaze gave to one of slight 
annoyance, and then eventually disappointment. The things he got himself into... 
He sighed a bit before speaking up in an aside to Justin, watching out into the 
horizon where the boy had run gleefully off. Most likely to tell all his friends about 
how Kanji was going to make him all sorts of toys. 


“Strange situation | got myself into, ain't it?” Kanji remarked sarcastically out loud, 
biting the inside of his cheek slightly, as though to ponder. Perhaps he’d feel better 
about doing all of this if he didn’t feel so forced into it. Sure, it was nice helping this 
kid out; but when it seemed as though the kid was going to hold his promise against 
him like some kind of binding contract... It stopped being helping a child out and 
more abiding by a contract lest he get sued. Yes, sued by a child; you can never be 
too sure these days. People sue over everything. Hell; Justin swore he had seen 
someone get sued over eating someone else’s lunch at work. Should have put a 
post-it note on it buddy; not his fault you don’t know how to hide your snacks. 


“Tell me Kanji, what’s it like being blackmailed by a child?” Justin remarked 
sarcastically, giving Kanji a light shove in jest. Seemed he didn’t really get the 
whole ‘in jest’ part. At least he didn’t think that demanded violent retribution; just a 
funny stare as do to say ‘dude, what the hell are you doing?’ Justin smiled at Kanji 
for a moment, finding humor in the fact that Kanji was essentially being bribed into 


doing something he really didn’t want to by the mere fact that he made a verbal 
contract with a seven year old. But then it really started to seep in that Kanji wasn’t 
finding this funny. Hell, he actually seemed kind of upset. Why? He was doing a 
good thing, isn’t that a reward in and of itself? “Hey man, don’t look so down. You're 
doing a real good thing, you know that?” 


“Good...? | don't really know about that.” Kanji sighed slightly, kicking up some dirt 
with the tip of his shoes. The smile on Justin’s face slowly started to fade, until he 
found himself mimicking Kanji’s disheartened expression. He had to briefly wonder 
if this was what he looked like whenever Yu brought up Chie as a weapon against 
him. Because if so, he had to give Yu props for putting up with him while he pouted 
like a whiny little bitch. Not that Kanji was whining or pouting or anything like that; 
but you could definitely tell he was down in the dumps. And if that was enough to 
break Justin’s spirits; he could only imagine what it was like when Justin actually 
WAS bitching. Must be awful. It was a moment before Kanji looked up, aiming his 
eyes to the sky as though lost in a daze... or perhaps rather, a memory. 


“When | was in elementary school, | fixed a classmate's bag this one time. Thinking 
back... | guess | liked her. | only did it to make her happy, but...” Kanji paused for a 
moment, eyes darting about, dull and lifeless as he tried to force the memory out. 
Not that he really needed to anyway; Justin had a pretty good idea where this was 
going. Kanji was afraid of girls; or at least for a time being. And he always said he 
tried to keep his hobbies a secret because people thought it was weird... Yeah, 
Justin could certainly see some connections forming here. It didn’t take an ace 
detective to see what the problem was going to be. “The next day, all the girls were 
makin’ fun of us... She cried.” Kanji sighed a little bit, clearly upset that this girl who 
he had been sweet on had been the subject of ridicule just because he had tried to 
patch up her backpack for her. Justin shook his head with disgust, unable to really 
comprehend how people managed to get off with this shit. What the hell was it 
about mocking and ridiculing a person till they broke down into tears that they 
found so amusing? 


“They were picking on a girl for having someone patch up her backpack...? Jeeze, 
and | thought | had a shitty reason for getting bullied.” Justin scoffed aloud. Kanji 
shrugged slightly; he still didn’t really know what Justin was talking about whenever 
he mentioned getting bullied. Hell, he doubted that was even true. A hardass like 
Justin; a guy who wouldn’t let you get away with so much as saying boo behind his 
back... Who wanted to risk picking a fight with that? Perhaps it was just that Justin 
figured out how to deal with those people sooner than Kanji did. The way he saw it, 
the best way to get people to lay off is to give them a reason to lay off. Make them 
afraid to cross you, lest they got their skull smashed into the concrete, you know? 
“So then what happened?” Justin questioned with curiosity. 


“She stopped talking to me after that.” Kanji remarked with sorrow. He remembered 
beign quite heartbroken over that. | mean, when you do something nice for that 


special someone, you don’t expect them to just throw it back in your face, to walk 
off without so much as another word to you. At least; that’s not what Kanji 
expected. “I didn't understand why, but y'know... | thought I'd done something 
wrong. So | never thought... I'd be thanked for doing this stuff.” Kanji concluded 
Slightly, turning his gaze back over to where the kid had walked off but a moment 
earlier, a smile slowly starting to creep over his face again. He chuckled lightly for a 
moment, almost happy that that child had come along. Even if he was pretty much 
blackmailing Kanji at this point. At least he was blackmailing with a smile. “It feels 
good. Hearin' ‘thank you’... | like it!” 


“Really? Always the opposite with me. Can’t stand being thanked... Like... | don’t 
want people to acknowledge | had any role in whatever it is | did. It’s like... Giving 
someone a birthday present. It’s iin your hands already, don’t need to flatter me 
with how | shouldn’t have. | shouldn’t have but I did, you know?” Justin ranted 
slightly, his words going further and further off track. It started off with him 
declaring he didn’t like getting thanked for stuff, and ended with Justin getting mad 
about birthday parties. Quite the transition in a matter of a few sentences. Kanji’s 
eyebrow curved upwards with confusion, not really getting what Justin was trying to 
get at. At all. 


“No. No | do not.” Kanji admitted rather bluntly that he was clueless. Justin seemed 
a little dumbfounded that Kanji didn’t know what he meant. He hated being 
thanked; but you know what he didn’t hate? People agreeing with him. He was 
hoping Kanji would agree that was awkward so that he’d feel less like a weirdo. | 
mean, come on. He couldn’t have been the ONLY guy who hated that shit. Just use 
the damn present; | didn’t waste my time picking you out something just for you to 
waste MORE of my time telling me how | shouldn’t have wasted my time. It was 
quiet for a moment between the two before Kanji spoke up again. 


“Oh... Well, | gotta jet. | have to go to Okina Station. To the, uh... f-fabric shop. I'm 
outta material, so... L-Later!” Kanji stammered nervously, already anticipating the 
tremendous amount of work he was going to have to put into those plush dolls for 
that kid. Cotton didn’t just grow on trees after all... No wait. Kinda? It grew- LOOK 
THAT’S BESIDE THE POINT. The point is, he needed to get more material before he 
could even consider working on more stuff. He gave a quick nod of his head and 
wave of his hand before departing, a skip to his step and a whistle on his lips. Justin 
watched Kanji march off for a moment before sighing and taking a seat beside the 
river, shuffling through his pockets for a smoke. By the time he had found one and 
put it through the slips in his mouth, however, he was starting to realize some of the 
fault in deciding to sit by the river to have his smoke. 


“Smoking again? Tsk, tsk; and here | thought you loved Chie. Anything 
you’d like me to tell her at your funeral?” The shadow in his reflection 
mocked. Justin stared down at his reflection in running waters for a moment, an 
annoyed expression on his face, before pulling the cigarette out of his mouth. He 


couldn’t talk with a tube of tobacco shoved down his throat after all... Well he could; 
just not very well. And besides, didn’t his shadow live inside his head? One of these 
days he should try just thinking and seeing if his shadow could hear his thoughts. 


“You realize that if | die, you die with me right?” Justin poked holes in the shadow’s 
logic. The shadow only seemed barely phased by the remark, though disappointed 
all the same. Clearly he had been looking forward to giving the eulogy at Justin’s 
funeral. Justin could just imagine half the shit that would come out of his mouth. It 
would be the first time they’ve excommunicated someone from the Catholic Church 
in decades. “Besides; one a day isn’t going to kill me.” 


“Of course not; that’s my job.” The shadow jeered slightly. Go figure the 
shadow would still actively be campaigning to kill Justin. He probably just hadn’t 
made a move yet realizing the ramifications. They were two halves to a broken 
whole after all; he couldn’t exist if Justin was gone. That didn’t mean he didn’t like 
to push the boundaries a little sometimes. “Go on; take a deep breath. Just 
take it all on. That’s the taste of death in your lungs my friend. And it 
taste so good.” 


“I’m not doing this so that you can get your fix; get it out of your head right now.” 
Justin countered calmly, about to slip the cigarette back in his mouth, ignoring his 
shadow. But something stopped him as he went to place the rolled up tobacco into 
his mouth. What, he didn’t know. Certainly wasn’t his shadow. But as the cigarette 
pressed up against his lips, he couldn’t help but feel a little sick, like his body was 
rejecting it. Could be for all he knew; all he Knew was that deep down in his chest, it 
hurt. It hurt the closer the cigarette came to his lips... 


He didn’t want this. 
He need it. But he didn’t want it. 


Justin took only one last stare at the cigarette before pulling it away from his mouth, 
slowly twirling it between his fingers, resting it on his thumb as he moved his index 
finger up against it side; flicking it off into the rushing by river. You could imagine 
Justin’s shadow wasn’t too pleased to find the death inducing cigarette was in the 
river and not Justin’s mouth. Justin had no risk of ever dying from smoking during 
the shadow’s stay in his body; but he did have long-term risks. And that was 
something his shadow was a-okay with. He still owed him for all he did to fuck up 
his life in the television world. 


“The fuck do you think you’re doing?” 


“Quitting.” 


“| see that didn’t last very long.” 


The investigator decided now would be the perfect time to rudely interrupt Justin 
ONCE AGAIN to put in another stupidly snippy remark. What was it any concern to 
him? He obviously didn’t give a damn about Justin’s safety or his well-being. He 
never did. All he was doing now was trying to make himself feel superior again. 
After all; that’s what people like the investigator strived for: the feeling of 
dominance. The sensation of being in complete control. It saddened Justin to think 
that part of him was like that too. Justin rolled his eyes a bit, taking a drag at the 
smoke in his hand before putting it out in the ash tray in front of him. 


“You don't just wake up in the morning and say ‘Hey, | don't want to fucking do this 
anymore.' You don't. Because you need it. You need it more than the food you eat 
or the air you breathe. You need it more than the water you drink or the hours you 
sleep.” Justin repeated to the detective, because apparently he decided not to pay 
attention the FIRST time he said that. “Don’t know if you caught on to the part 
about needing it.” The detective shook his head, dismissing Justin’s arguments 
about how addictive smoking was, not really wanting to hear it. 


“You're being melodramatic; it’s not that hard to quit smoking.” The detective 
remarked, taking a sip of the coffee in front of him. Justin’s face scrunched up with 
disbelief and anger. Who the hell was HE to talk? Of all people, he thought he had 
the right to preach to Justin about addictions? “| quit smoking years ago; it’s not as 
bad as you Say.” 


“Yeah, well | can think of a lot worse things you should have quit.” Justin spat up. He 
wanted to just stand up and march out of that room, go back to his cell and let the 
interrogator rot in hell. What a hypocritical shitbag. Years had passed and he still 
hadn’t changed one bit. The detective just groaned pushing himself away from the 
table slightly in slight fit of rage. You could tell he didn’t like having this bullshit 
thrown back in his face as much as it was. Karma’s a bitch. 


“You won't forgive me for that till the day | day will you?” The detective spat out 
with anger. And why not, Justin had to wonder. He never heard the detective ask for 
forgiveness, nor had he even apologized for everything he had done. You don’t just 
earn forgiveness as time goes on. 


“| didn’t forgive you the first time you died, why would it do it the second time?” 


